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*' Well, that's no woe. Surely he didn't drink with you
too ? "
" M'yes, he did."
" You don't say !  The honour you've been done, Grishka !
Sitting at the same table as a real general!  To think of it ! "
Giving Ms son a tender look, Pantaleimon clicked his tongue-"
in delight.
Gregor smiled. He did not share his father's naive
exultation in the least,
As he seriously questioned the old man about the cattle
and property and asked how much damage had been done
to the grain, Gregor noticed that his father was not so
interested as formerly in talking about the farm. Something
more important was weighing on the old man's mind,
something was oppressing him.
Pantaleimon was not slow in giving expression to his
fears :
" What's going to happen now, Grisha ? Surely we
shan't have to serve any more ? "
" Who are you referring to ? "
" The old men.  Me, for instance.11
" There's nothing definite at present/'
" So we shall have to go ? "
" You can stay."
" But really ? " Pantaleimon exclaimed in delight, and
went limping about the kitchen in his agitation.
et Sit down, you larne devil ! Don't carry the dirt on
your boots all over the house. You're so overjoyed you're
running about like a half-starved whelp," Ilinichna sternly
called to him.
But the old man paid no attention to her shout. He
hobbled several times from the table to the stove, smiling
and rubbing his hands. Then lie was seized by doubts :
" But can you give me my discharge ? "
" Of course I can."
" You'll write me out a document ? "
" Of course."
The old man stammered irresolutely, but at last got out
the words:
" What sort of document will it be, ... Without a sea] ?
Or perhaps you've got a seal with you ? "
" It'll do all right without a seal/' Gregor smiled.